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ADVERTISEMEN T. 


C 1 \HESE two Poems are elected, mere- 


ly as being the moſt correct, from a 


ſmall number written in the ſame manner. 


— The opinion of the Publick upon this 
Specimen will beſt inform the Author 


whether the others merit any further trouble 


or attention, „ 


I 
1 


\ 
* 
U 
Pe 
# .* 
x 
*- 
. 
. 
4 
® 
4 . 
= ; 
* 
, 
. Y ; 
. 
P 
i P 
* 
* 
* 
N i | 
1 7 
| t * 
* 8 | 
. | 
£ : | | 
| Y 
| 1 
* 8 7 | 
. 
\ 
„ 
\ 
* > 
* 
q 
/ * 
? # 
* 


"i" 
i 


E L E GIAC 1. _ 


ON THE 
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DEATH OF A YOUNG LADY. 


= 23 


Sunt quoque qui lchrymas contimuiſe achat, 


. Oviy. 


co LOE, mark the chit Fawn, 
Tripping o'er the verdant 2 

_ How with many a graceful bound, 

Gay ſhe friſks and frolics round, 


Seeming 


ier 
* Secming to bet Mates to ſay, 
Sportive Siſters, come and play 
Ah me! She drops, he vice] ſhe dies. 
The fearful Herd in terror mes 
| | Inhuman Archer view thy prey : 
Horror how . lis ſtalks away! 
"Tis Death himſelf who twang'd the bow, 
And laid the blooming HE BE low. 
Than the milk-white Fawn more fair, 
Freſſier than the morning Air, be 
Blither than the teather'd Spray, 
HEBE hail'd the jocund Day ; 
. The 
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The ſetting Sun, with dewy eye, 
Breathleſs beheld pale Beauty lie. 
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Ye Nymphs of Henham's ; fragrant 


bow? fa Db (ig o 


Who led in dance the laughing Hours, 
Beneath the various-bloſſom'd ſhade, : 
Full many a wild freak have FR play d; 
How wary. leſt ſome curious AYE . 

Your blameleſs paſtimes ſhould clpy 1 
b of the fatal F oe, 


Who ceaſeleſs meditates his blow. 
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The Foot ac perchance too bold, 


Did oft your flowery ſports behold $Id 6910 


And ah! immortal as you ſeem'd 
Fen ſo the faptur'd Poet deem'd ; 


Who carly charm'd with antient ſong, 


Sported with Nymphs to won b Gong 107 


Unfading Beauty, endlefs Youth, 
And FiRtion ſtill miſtook for Truth, | 
Ye Fables falſe, and Legends vain, | 
No more delude my troubled brain: 
Had Immortality been giv'n hy 


To aught exiſting under Heav'n, 
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Fate 
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Fate had not Here the Boon denied, * 
Nor had tlie blooming Hebe died. 

Here ſtole a Sigh from Chloe's breaſt, 
And hardly was the Tear ſuppreſt: 
With faltering voice, the plaintive Swain 


Reſum'd and ended thus his ſtrain. 


Yet, mighty Monarch, yet thus low 
a thy ebon Throne I bow ; 
There lives a Nymph ſo wond”rous fair, 
Of Grace and Virtue paſſing rare, 
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SO gentle that the timid Lamb by 

Will ſtraggle from its bleating Dam, 
| To court her ſmiles, —and ſkip and play, 
Regardleſs of the ſmiles of May j—=- 

Look not on Her ;—ſo ſtern thine Eye, 


That by a Look the Nymph would die. 
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THE unfortunate Subject of this Poem 

was the natural Daughter of a F eld Officer 

who fell in the courſe of the late War. : : 
She was bite op | in an obſcure Village — 
the County of Suffolk ; in which ſituation, 
before ſhe had completed the ſeventeenth 
year of her age, ſhe fell a Sacrifiee to the 
arts of a Villain, who quickly abandoned 
her. —Unable to ſupport the grief and ſhame 


2 10f her condition, with her own hands ſhe 


put a period to her life. 
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SWN Er n. Flower, in bumble he dge-row 
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Content in lie negleAtd ſoil, 
If Phoebus' ſometinies deign to wi. ; 


When opening to the genial r Pay. Ig Vai 
Thy ſober charms approach the _— 


: May Heav'n forefend Gch bling van; 
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Nor ruckily be thou cropt at ldft ! 
3 1 To 
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Oo na e Violet as it DIOWS, 


Is ſure no treaſon to the Roſe. 
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| Awhile l bluſhing i vans „lde; 
in ſorrow bow thy blooming head, 


Nor ſcorn one pearly tear to ſhed 
For Virtue, * "I tho? ſevere, | 
May give to Miſery. bas 
Pity by, thee ſo graceful worn, 


Shall teach the F low'r rets all to mourn. —_ 
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80 bright the Sun, the Morn fo FIR 
So freſh, fo fragrant breathes the Air, Z 
What Demon of the duſky Night, . 
pollutes the pure, the purple Light? 
Deteſted Spoiler, hence, avaunt ;— 
Hie thee to ſome infernal haunt ; 
Some Cave in Ætna's burning ſide, bo. ; 
Where Fidnda might tremble to abide, 
And there, with Luſt more hot than Hell, 


For ever be Thou doom'd to dwell.  _ 
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Ceaſe, ceaſe ye Warblers of the Grove, 
No more be heard e voice of Love; 
Huſh'd be the 8d of the Spring; 
The Raven only knows to fing: 
From yon ſequeſter'd Elm, bis cry 12 
Bids Horror wake—and fix the eye 
On that dale Image, loſt in woe, 
Which claſps the rugged ſtem below: 
The Tree no more ſhall foliage grace, 


Wither'd within her cold embrace. 
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IIl-fated Nymph! than whom was ſeen | 

None fairer on the flow ry green 5 

So i thy charms no more 

The gazing Ruſtic ſhall adore e 
No more the faithful Shepherd's tale, 
In murmurs like the ſummer gale, 

His purer "I ſhall impart, 

And ſooth to Love thy ſoftening heart. 
Too tender heart alas that Heav'n 
Its ſhare of Fortitude had SER FORD 
But mark the frenzy-rolling eye ; ; 
See the bright dagger rais'd on high : 
r= = 
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Ah lovely Victim muſt it " > 

Mercy delights to ſmile on Thee : l 961 
The Muſe ſhall bid e 'en ſorrow ceaſe, 

And charm thee with the ſongs of peace: 1 
Then ſpare, O ſpare that bloonung breaſt— 


She E de dies, 2 ſinks to reſt, 
1. T0 - | 


THE END. 


